
The Tragedie 

Haft. So profper I, as I fweare petfefi loue*' 1 

R». Ar\A Iasi lone Hafhngt with my heart. 
Km. M addam,yeiir ftlfe is no: exempc in this, I 

Nor your Tonne Dorfst, Buckingham, nor you, 
You haue bene fa&iousone agauift the other.-^ 1 
Wife, loue Lord Raftings, let him kific your hanJ, 
ArA what you doe, do it vnfainedly. -: > ill 

jQu. Hecre Hafhngs, I will neucr more remember 
Our former hatred. To thrtue I and mice. 

Dor. Th.us encerchange of loue, I bereproteft, 
Vpon my part fhall be vnuiolablc. 

Ha. Ynd To I fweare my Lord. 
Km. Now princely Buckingham feale vp this league, j 

With thy cmbracemeui to my wines allies, 
^nd makemehspy in his vnity. i 

Buc. When euer Buckingham doth turne his hate ; 
On you,or yours,but with all dutious loue 
Doth cherifh you and yours,God punilh mee 
With hate, in thofc where I expeiT: moft loue. 
When I haue moft neede to imploy a friend. 
AM moft allured that he is a friend, 
Deepe,hollow,trecherous.and full of guile 
Be he vntome: This doe I beggeofGod, 
When I am cold in zeaie to you or yours. 

ICtn. A pleafing cordiall princely Buckingham, 
Is this thy vow vnto my fickly heart .• j 
There wanteth now our brother Glocsfter here, 
to make the pcrfe& period of this peace. 

Enter Glosefter. 
Buc. Aad in good time hcere comes the noble Duke, 
Glo. Good motrow to my foucraighe King and QuetM 

And princely peares, a happy time of day. 
Ktn. Happy indeede as wee haue fpeut the day, , 

Brother wee haue done deeds ofeharity: 
Made peace of emnity,faire loue of hate, 
Bctweenethefefwelling wrong infeenied peeres. 

Glo. A bleffed labour snoft fmeraigne liege, 
>tfmongft this princely heape, if any here 
By falfc itueligencc", or wrong furmife, J 
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o0ld me a foe/ifl vnwittingly.or in ray rage, 
V. , thought committed that« hardly born# 

gv any in this prefence, I delire 
Xo reconcile me to his friendly peace, 

Xis death to mee to be a: enmity 
I hate it and defire all good mens loue, 
Firlt Maddam I intreac peaceof you, 
Which I purchace with my dutious feruice. 
Ofyoumy noblecoufen 'Buckingham, 
Ifcuer any grudge wete lod'gd betweenc rs, 
Ofyou my Lord Riuers, and Lord Gray ot'you 
That all wi1. hour defert haue fround on me, 
Dukes,Earles,Lords,Gentiicmcn,indeed ©fall.* 

Ido not know that Englifhman aliuc. 
With whome niy foule is any iotte at oddes. 
More then the infant thac is borne to night r 
J tharke my God for my humility, 

Qu. A holy day fliall this be kept heercaftcr, 
I would to God ail ftrife were well compounded, 
Myfoueraigne leige I do befeechyour maiefty 
To take our brother (ftlarcnce^ to your grace. 

Git. Why Maddam,haue loffered loue for this. 
To be thus fcornd in this royal! prefence? 
Who knowes not that the noble Duke is dead ? 
You doe him iniury to fcorne his coarfe. (he is? 

%i. Who knowes not he is dead, who knowes 
Qu. ^11 feeing hcauen, what a world is this? 

. Buc. I-ooke I fa pale Lord Dorfet as the reft ? 
Bor.I my good Lord and noonc in this prefence 

But his red colour hath fotlboke his cheekes. 
Bin, Is Clarence dead ? the order was reuerft. 
Glc. But Hepoorc foule byourfirft order dide, 

AM that a winged Mercury did bcare, 
Some tardy criple bore checouutemiaund, 

hat came too laggetofee him buried .* 
_ od graunt that tome lefle noble and lefle Ioyali, 

cerer in bloody thoughts, buc not in blood: 
cierue not worfe then wretched CUrtnce did, 

j*adyetgoe currant fromfufpition. Enter Darby, 
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